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Summary: 


“how far would you be willing to go to make that happen...?" 


set in stone 
Author's Note: 


aight this one counts as a gift for xaylu (based on this, 
this and this) for all the art she does of gs that fueled 
the crap out of me to write this stuff! this au of hers has 
me in pain and who am i to say no to a crying session? 


Matthew knows the story down to every word. 


It's part of his parents’ legends, after all: how his mother had 
lost her parents and her brother during that fateful storm 
while his father had lost, also, his own father. 


However, the story had a happy ending: their families were 
still alive, and despite all the close calls, their journey 
guided them back to the ones they loved the most, in the 
end. 


They all had gotten a chance to get their families back and 
had fought for it with tooth and nail, end of the world 
chasing their very shadows. 


But not him. 


Matthew would give anything to have that same chance, as 
his parents did. 


The smell of smoke clings to him no matter how many times 
he's bathed in the cold river. He's hungry and tired and he 
hasn't gotten news neither from Karis nor Tyrell. Matthew 
assumed they were also on the run, because the thought of 
any other fate for his friends makes his blood run cold and 
his throat to close up almost painfully. 


He's sure he's ran out of tears at this point. 


The only thing he has left from his home is his father's scarf, 
his mother's letter and Silex. The poor thing hadn't said a 
peep since they got chased away from their home. Matthew 
can't blame him. He hasn't spoken for so long he's sure he'll 
lose his voice pretty soon. 


The last time was when he'd begged the djinn to try and get 
word from his uncle, at least. The words "I can't reach Echo" 
were enough for him to lose all hope. 


All the Warriors of Vale are gone. A price to pay in order to 
mend the cracking world. 


Because saving the world once wasn't enough, wasn't It...? 
Matthew thinks bitterly as he grabs a pebble and throws it 
into the river. 


Everything around him looks beautiful: the trees growing 
back to life, the water running clear, the wind flowing 
again... 


He hates it. He hates everything around him. 
It's the reason his parents are dead. 


Matthew just sits down and stares at his own reflection, 
taking in how dishevelled he looks after weeks on the run: 
his hair, darker than his father's, is growing too long from 
what he's used to and his skin's sickly pale glow makes the 
bags under his eyes look worse. Matt is sure they're there to 
Stay. 


He blinks and a green eye gazes back at him from under the 
water. 


No. Wait... 
There's some thing behind him- 
He spins around and almost screams, startled. 


"Greetings, young adept." 


The one his father used to curse. 
The Wise One. 


It's just as his mother had described it: "a giant, floating 
piece of rock", yet its green eye sets Matthew's nerves on 
edge. There's something about it that makes him want to 
run away, perhaps due to all the times he'd heard his 
mother tell his father to not to trust it. 


But... it had helped them save the world back then, hadn't 
it? 


Matt has his sword with him, sheathed, but he doubts he has 
time to even reach for it before getting blasted into pieces if 
that rock so much as wishes for it. 


"You're... the Wise One." 


"A correct assumption, yes." If the rock is mocking him, 
he can't tell. "I have heard of the tragedy of the 
Warriors of Vale. You have my sympathy, young 
Matthew." 


"| don't want it," he snaps. "Sympathy doesn't help them 
now, does it? Where were you when they died to keep us all 
safe, huh?! Aren't you supposed to be our protector o-or 
something?!" 


"Calm yourself," the Wise One scolds, although without 
any heat in its voice... if he could have any. Matthew isn't 
sure, but he's too angry and drained to care and falls to his 
knees, every single emotion he's kept bottled up bursting 
out of him: hate, frustration, longing, grief, loneliness- 


regret. 


Why did no one come to their aid? After all they'd done for 
the world they left them alone to DIE! 


Did they feel there was a low chance they'd make it and 
that was why mom looked so sad when she left...? Was that 
why dad left Silex with me? To take care of me? 


Mom- 

| wish we hadn't fought before you left. 

| wanted to be there with you. Why didn't you let me? 
Why didn't you let me...? 


Matthew holds himself, ignoring the pain of the stones and 
branches scratching and stabbing his legs. The tears won't 
stop falling, and he has no strength left to scream anymore 
either. 


"Your parents are heroes, you should be proud of 
them." 


"| don't want them to be heroes," Matt mumbles, voice 
broken as he holds back the sobs. "I want them to be alive ." 


All of them. | want all of them alive. Even if- 


He thought of Tyrell, punching a hole in their wall before 
breaking down as Rief wailed his eyes out and a shaking 


Nowell held them both, swallowing her own pain for her 
younger siblings' sake, telling them that everything would 
turn out okay. 


He thought of Karis screaming at the wind «you lied to me! 
You promised me you'd be back-you promised! YOU 
PROMISED!» and had waited for something, anything, that 
his father had left in the wind for her. She had gotten no 
response. 


Even if it costs me my life for all of them to be happy again. 
If I only had one chance... 

"= very well." 

Startled, Matthew meets the Wise One's gaze. 

It chills him to the bone. 


"Then tell me, young adept... How far would you be 
willing to go to make that happen?" 


For the first time in months, Matthew allows himself to have 
hope. He swallows the lump in his throat and shuts the voice 
in his head that says this is not a good idea. 


"... Anything." 


When everything turns black, Matthew begs his parents and 
friends for strength, and it's the last thing he does before 
losing consciousness while he hears Silex faintly calling his 
name. 


"—ey! ul 


Ow, everything hurts... Where am I? 


"Are you Okay?!" 


That voice- 
« Good luck, young adept. » 
Matthew's eyes snap open. 


He feels ike he's fallen off a damn mountain, and judging by 
his clothes, he probably looks as if he'd just done that. 


A red haired woman, looking around her twenties, is looking 
at him with concern clear in her eyes as she kneels down on 
the grass to take a better look at his wounded body, dress 
be damned- 


Matthew knows her. 

He'd recognize that hair, that face and those eyes anywhere. 
"Whoah, easy! Are you sure you can stand up?" 

.. Mom. 


"That was a pretty bad fall," she chuckles. It's just as he 
remembers. 


How she used to laugh at his father and his uncle, even at 
him when he tried to sneak around her to play, or when she 
ruffled his hair and he whined loud enough for everyone in 
the house to hear. 


Mom. 
She doesn't seem to recognize him. 
He's okay with that. 


"... Where did you fall from, exactly?" Jenna asks as she looks 
around, but Matthew is too busy holding himself back from 
jumping into her arms. 


Mom. 
"Anyway- hey, are you sure you're alright?!" 
Everything hurts. 


His chest feels like it's about to burst, his throat won't obey 
him and the tears won't stop falling. 


But the young adept swallows as he remembers why he's 
doing this; for who he's doing it. 


Dad... 


Jenna smiles nervously, grabbing his arm to examine a 
wound in his arm he didn't even realize he had. "Does it 
hurt?" 


"Yeah... It does." /t hasn't stopped hurting since you both 
left... 


She blinks, surprised, but hides it pretty quickly as she helps 
him to stand up. 


Come on, Matt, you can do it. 
There's no turning back now. 


"Here, come with me to the village. We'll get you patched 
up!" She's as eager as always, maybe a little more than he 
remembers and her hair is the longest he's ever seen. This is 
before she started to cut it, then. She looks so pretty with it 
, he thinks, but to Matthew his mother had always looked 
pretty anyways. 


"I'm surprised you can stand up at all after that. You look 
terrible," also as honest as always. "But we have good 
healers, way better that what | can do." 


Matthew could cry of joy, but not yet. 


He still has to prevent what led to their deaths, whatever the 
cost. 


"I'm Jenna. What's your name?" 
| promise you, mom. 


This time it's my turn to save you both, and I won't fail. 


I can't fail. 


"... Matthias." 


Author's Note: 


/appears with a bouquet with a card that reads "Sorry 
For Making Your Grandson Suffer"/ 


i'm a sucker for time travel shenanigans, specially if it's 
about future kids. fire emblem awakening made me 
discover i loved the concept and it's in my heart to stay 
lol 


